EDWAED    SHANKS

These, at the beck of spring,

Live in the moment still;
Thy boughs unquivering,

Remembering winter's chill,
And many other winters past and gone,
Are mocked, not cheated, by the transient sun.

Hast thou so much withstood,

Tempest-despising tree,
That now thy hollow wood

Stiffens disdainfully

Against the soft spring airs and soft spring rain,
Knowing too well that winter comes again ?

THE RETURN

Now into hearts long empty of the sun
The morning comes again with golden light
And all the shades of the half-dusk are done
And all the crevices are suddenly bright.
So gradually had love lain down to sleep,
We knew it not; but when we saw his head
Pillowed and sunken in a trance so deep
We whispered shuddering that he was dead.
Then you like Psyche took the light and leant
Over the monster lying in his place,
Daring, despairing, trembling as you bent. . .
But love raised up his new-awakening face
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